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Hazy 


Author's Notes: 
This was..odd. For me, at least. My SavMuse brought this to me not long after | finished my Xmas_Rocks fic. 


This is meant to take place sometime in 2006. 


"You don't love me anymore," 


The last time | had heard that, it had been fun. Light-hearted and joking, an attempt to flirt. But the pain that 
shows up in his eyes nearly steals my breath, he's hurting and I've put it there by letting this drag on | feel 
like shit. 


‘Of course | do," | respond automatically, taking a sip of my half-empty glass of beer. Around us, sitting in the 
small booth in the corner, cigarette smoke forms a haze. It's almost a veil between us. Part of me says it's 
been there since the Palsy. He acted differently when it happened, like he was scared to touch, and laugh, and 
be the person he had always been 


"You're lying." 


‘lm sorry." It's the only thing | can think to say. Pain gleams again in his eyes, deeper this time, | don't think he 


was expecting me to apologize. 
"So it's true, then?" 


His voice grows softer, the smoke swirling and shading his eyes from me. There's a nagging voice at the back 


of my head telling me that I've hurt him beyond anything that has ever happened between us. 
"It.] don't know. | love you but not all encompassing like it was when we were young.” 


| almost wince at my words, but its the only way | can think to describe it, and he'd kill me if | said anything 
other than the truth. 


"When? [when did it happen?" he asks me, the hazy veil between us clearing for a moment, and the pain is set 


deep in his face, the lines echoing the raw hurt. 

'It..46" There's no point in trying to lie to him, not when I've known him nearly all of my life. 

"qb? Jesus Christ. Why did you let it drag on?" 

"Because | wanted to leave you but | just couldnt ‘db and ‘99. Between those years it just.didn't feel right. And 
it wasn't because of the Palsy. If anything, | loved you more. It just.changed. That's the best word. | love you, 
but I'm not in love with you anymore." The finality of my sentence hurts me, even though I've known it, but to 
say it out loud hurts him and that hurts me because I've never wanted to hurt him. 


"Ten fucking years How could you just let it drag on for ten fucking YEARS?" 


His voice is growing in volume, there's a crack in the sound over the word ‘years’ and it's then that | know 


just how badly | fucked up. 

I've known him for about twenty-nine years and I've seen him cry maybe four times in that entire span 

‘lm sorry." 

It's an inadequate thing to say. Its what people tell you at funerals where they don't know you, but know they 
should say they're sorry. Sorry for your loss, even when they don't know you or your relation to the 
deceased. It's what you say when you've hurt somebody, but still have no idea of the right words to say. 


| don't know what | should say To take that crack out of his voice. 


"Fuck you," he says, malice skirting around the edges, he's letting the hurt take over, and | involuntarily wince 


this time. 


"I'm so sorry," 
"Why? Why so long? Why ten fucking years?" 


"Because | didn't know how to tell you." | want to sink into my seat, but | don't. | can't explain how my feelings 
changed. Somewhere between the release of Slang to when we finished the tour for Euphoria, it all changed. | 
loved him differently. 


"You did a pretty fine job of it tonight, Savage." he says, eyes glassy from anything between rage and hurt. | 
watch him get up, standing for a moment near me. He's past the hazy wall of smoke and | get a moment of 
eye-contact before he turns, hands shoved into his pockets as he walks out. | feel my eyes sting, and | blame 


it on the cigarette smoke. 


Its easier to blame the smoke than myself right now. 


